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CONGRATULATORY 


PISTLE 


To the Right Honourable 


POSEPH ADDISON, Hep 


HILE Half the Globe is ſhook with Wars and 
And Exzrope labours with unripe n 
7hile the mad Suzps, with Inſolence unknown, 
\/eQts new Kingdoms, and betrays his o ..: 
rom Is' Laurel'd Banks, the Muſe reveals 
A Toy which ev'ry honeſt Briton feels, 


A 2 Who 


„ 

Who ſees his Country's and his KIN G's Commands 
Intruſted to your unpolluted Hands. 
Accept, Immortal Sir ! an artleſs Song, 

From One, the meaneſt, of the Vocal Throng, 

Who joys to ſee diftinguiſh'd Mert riſe, : 
Advanc'd the foremoſt in his Parker 8 Eyes. i ; 
From Public Cares One Hour relieve your Breaſt, 
And let the Cauſe of Warring Nations reſt ; 
While, ſmote with Glory and Poetic Flame, 
Boldly ] ſtrive to reach your Deathleſs Name : 
On daring Wings the boundleſs Height I ſoar, 
Throꝰ trackleſs Skies, and Worlds unſeen before. 
What Tongue ſo impious to condemn my Pain, 


If ApDpisox approves the Youthful Strain? 
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05 But where ſhall ! begin 2 — with equal Light, 


he PoET and the PaTRIOT ftrike my Sight: 


andour unrival'd, and ennobled Love, | 
mand the Muſe, and her vaſt Theme improve ; 
o raiſe my Verſe un-number'd Gifts conſpire, 

| ad fill my Boſom with ungovern'd Fire ; 

or to adorn your Perſon are combin'd 


\ piercing Judgment, and unblemiſh'd Mind: 


ach Scene of Life, with riſing Wonders fraught, | 
rouds tomy View, and ſwells my lab'ring Thought. 
n what you write, the Spirit of the Nine, 

ind all AypoLLo teems in ev'ry Line : 

In all you act, transfus'd into your Breaſt, 


> 


reat BRUNSWICK's Soul burns out, in french 
[Light confeſt. 


. * cr 
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zu ye From 
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From WARWICK” s Eyes, and Your own ſpotleſs Sou 
wy ugh 


You Maxctw' 8 Charms and Caro? $ Virtues lol | 


My grovling Fancy finks beneath Your Praiſe, 
And —_ Breaſt labours with unequal Lays, 


Foal You che poet borrows all his Rage, 
Unſtrung with Years, nor yet matur'd by Age: 
Fir'd by Your N umbers, he attempts to write, 
That, un-inſpir'd, would have declin'd the Flight; 
Wrapt and cranſported with each glowing Line, 
In his own Breaſt he feels the Rage Divine. 


How oft, between the Guilty and the Fair, 
Hath Rosamor DA's Blood engag'd my Care ? 
Forbidden Love, and Majeſty betray'd, 

By Turns excite my Pity, and upbraid. 


moi How 


0 


ow. oft have I bewail'd, in Caro's Doom, | 
he Fate of Brit ain, and the Fate of Rome ? 


Sou 
ole 
, 
Firſt in Your Page the Britiſh Drama ſhone, 
od tho fm d Stagyrite bimfelf out-done's 
ich Scene diſplays, with matchleſs Conduft 
he sweets of Meaſure, and the Strength of Tomb. 
y.You ſucceeding Bards ſhall warm the Age, 
nd Britiſh Plans correct the Grecian Stage. 


It; 


When Cxuxcaitr, or NASSAU, inſpite your 
Irce can They Fight ſo well, as You can Proj.” 
ire mingling Hoſts are figur'd to the Sight, 

nd all the dreadful Thunder of the Fight : 


y boilimg Veins throb with tumultuous Heats, 


nd ev'ry Pulſe with Martial Ardour beats 
Not 
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Not Your own VIX OIL better fings of Arms, 
Nor Ovip's Verſe can boaſt ſuch eaſy Charms. 


Nor would the raviſh'd Muſe alone rehearſe 
Your fadeleſs Laurels, and immortal Verſe ; 
More glorious Scenes are open'd to her Eyes, 
And unenhauſted Funds of Praiſe ariſe, 
Superior to her Strength ; by Heav'n deſign'd, 
At once to profit and delight Mankind; 
Adorn'd with Letters, and with Wiſdom bleſt, 


The Maker's Image ſhines upon your Breaſt. 

TicxzLr, by your Indulgence, grows to Fame 

And BRUNSWICK borrows Luſtre yay Y 

Na 

With the Diſcernment of Britannia's KING, 
The World's remoteſt ſever'd Nations ring: 

V 
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o, long for an unſhaken Truth renown'd, 
worth and Merit ſheds His Influence round: 
| ntending Sects applaud their Sov*reign's Voice, 
d Factions learn Obedience from His Choice. 
e Courtier, thus with ev'ry Grace endow d, 
ars not the Slanders of th' ill-natur'd Croud: 
eatneſs henceforth may bear the ſtricteſt Teſt, 


or Pomp and Virtue be a public Jeſt. 


hat may not Albion hope in Bxunswicx's Reign, 
UNSWICK, the Neptune of her ambient Main? 
ilſt or a STANKoPE, or an ApDISON, 
res His Councils, and divides His Throne. 


ee the Patriot, big with oAlbior's Fate, 


ne 


3 


preſs'd and ſtrugling with a Kingdom's weight; 


B Deep 
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Deep in the cloſe Receſſes of whoſe Soul, 


Leagues unconfirm'd, and future Battels roll; 
From whom the Turk expects the fatal Day, 

And OxLEANs by New Schemes is taught to ſwaj 
At his Command, each Nation ſheaths the Swor 


And Europe leans on each important Word. 


The frantick Suede e er long (tho drunk with P 
He envies Bleſſings to Himſelf deny'd, 
And raſhly aims at Kingdoms, which can boaſt 
A milder Heav'n, and leſs ungrateful Coaſt) 
Shall ſee indignant, ſince averſe to Peace, 
His Borders leſſen'd, as his Foes increaſe; 


And curſe, inWrath, his tow*ring Hopes o'erthro 


Nor longer ſwell with Empires not his own: 
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all curſe Himſelf in his ſerener Hours, 


jat rouz d the Vengeance of the Britif Pow'rs : 
all curſe, deluded Prince! but curſe too late, 


vale faithleſs Main, that bore them to his Fate. 


von 
Such is the Harveſt, which my Fancy charms, 
Britiſh Councils, and of Britiſh Arms; 
hen wak'd to Wrath, his Sword AuGusTus draws, 
1d Apprso deals out his Country's Laws, 
aft 
From this great ra, whiter Hours throng round, 
th Conqueſt and unnumber'd Bleſſings crown'd : 
ſcord no longer ſhall embroil our Age, 
vy grow dumb, and Parties drop their Rage : 
e Malecontent his ſtudied Plaint.ſhall ceaſe, 
d harbour in his Breaſt a duteous Peace. 

B 2 Com- 


— — 


[ #2 ] 
Commerce, rich Goddeſs ! in the Ocean bred, 
To either Pole her Canvas Wings ſhall ſpread : 


The painful Hind indulgent Heav'n ſhall hear, Þ 


And Plenty be the Product of the Year. 


The Wretch whom Fortune had debas'd in vai 
Smiles at her Threat'nings, and ſhakes off her Chai 
The Orphan and the Widow ſtop their Tears, 
And Sorrow, meagre Fury diſappears ; 

All grateful liſten to their Monarch's Voice, 
And all Things ſmile, when Bxuxswicx bids rejallf 


* 


L. 


Oxford at length, her guilty Lares mourns, 


And to her wonted Loyalty returns : 0 
Within her Walls no bitter Taunts are heard, 


No Doubts ariſe, nor groundleſs Ills are fear'd 


TW 
o longer are the Muſes Learned Seats, 


he Schools of Treaſon, and Seditious Heats : 
Jur Sacred Mother, fluſh'd with honeſt Shame, 


, 


7 
ow ſtudies to repair her tainted Fame: 
er Letter*d Sons forget their cauſeleſs Hate, * 
vallund recognize the Juſtice of the State; 
hanceſſant ſtrive their Sov*reign's Smiles to taſte, 


und grow each Day more Loyal than the laſt. 


So the pure limpid Stream, when foul with Stains 
ejq , vuſbing Torrents, and deſcending Rains, 


Vorks it ſelf clear, and as it runs, vefines ; 
„/h Degrees, the floating Mirrour ſhines, 
Reflects each Hour that on the Border grows, 
lud a new Hear'x is its fair Boſom ſhows. 


[14] 


{ 


Pardon, d:e24 LiEdE! a blind miſtaken Traſn, 
Who ſue for Mercy, and confeſs Your Reign; 


Nor think Your Oxford ill deſerves to prove, 
The warmeſt Tokens of her BRuxswick's Love 
Tho? led by Paſſion, or betray'd by Youth, 

Her Sons departed from the Paths of Truth, 
Their Zeal henceforth no Arts ſhall &er miſguide, 
Of fancy'd Dangers, or ambitious Pride: 
And, if a while their Hearts to Idols ſtray'd, 
A more ſincere Allegiance ſhall be paid. 

Truſt with Aſſurance what the Muſe imparts, 


And hope for German Faith in Britiſh Hearts. 


Mean while, great Patron of our I Groves, 


Whom Bxunswick hogours, and Britannia loves 


Fo 


C7] 


orgive the Raſhneſs of th? advent*rous Muſe, 


ho your lov'd Namethro*Paths unknown perſues; 
\nd fondly liſts in un-ambitious Rhymes, 
o hand your Glories down thro? After- times; 

hat Worlds to come, and future Bards may know, 
o whom the Beauties of their Verſe they owe 
ho firſt reſtor*d his Country's injur'd Fame, 

nd reſcu'd from Reproach the Stateſman's Name. 
er only Warmth from Zeal innate proceeds, 

ind a juſt Knowledge of your Virtuous Deeds; 
ontent alone, if her unpoliſh'd Lays, 


le deigns to Pardon, whom ſhe ſtrives to Praiſe. 


IG) 


FINE. 


